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MEETING cli^'^gi^g as they have moved and changed for almost a thousand 
HOUSES O R y^ars, while generations have lived and passed away. Kingdoms have 
CHURCHES "^^'^ ^^^ fallen, nations disappeared from the earth. And all the while 
the torch of the sacred flame has been given from hand to hand, all 
the while the holy offices have been repeated daily, pleading the Sacri- 
fice of Calvary for the sake of a world weary with sorrow and sin. So 
day by day something of precious memory, of sacred association has 
been added to this church, until it stands, beautiful with the beauty of 
the Heavenly Jerusalem, sonorous with the voice of living centuries, 
a treasure house, an universal sermon,— more : a divine revelation, a 
foreshadowing of the unspeakable glory of the Kingdom of God. 



AN OLD CRITICISM ON MILLET'S "THE ANGELUS" 

Two peasants, a man and wife, just at work hoeing potatoes, hear 

When Millet's famous the evening chimes from the village and are saying their prayers. The 

picture was first exhib- figures are not joined Into one coherent group, but stand opposite 

ited in the Paris Salon ° ■. .^ ^ j- ^ r , r ^ «^ . i.^ .■,- 

forty years ago, the ©ach Other at a distance of several feet. Straight as an arrow the 
German poet and man's fork sticks in the ground and just as straight he himself stands 
LUDwiG°PFAu beside it, hi^ legs half spread. This position is an absolute one, 
wrote this criticism, thesc Icgs are priccless ; they are the legs of the human beast of bur^ 
beSi'Jnd^stooTtodS *^^"' *^° supportcrs, which, bare of all superfluous grace, have only 
than in the year 1855. to solvc the mCchanical problem of the power of gravity; and so, on 
one of the legs the bllie pantaloon describes an uninterrupted straight 
line from the hip down to the ankle. The risk of this line was the stroke 
of a genius. The pesisant bends his uncovered head a little down to- 
wards the hat, which he holds with his folded hands up to the chin. 
One can see how indifferently and thoughtlessly he, a real " brutum," 
babbles the religious custom. The wife, in profile, with head bowed 
down, body forward and her hands folded on her bosom, stands be- 
side her wheelbarrow, on which the potato bag lies, and prays with 
the expression of ardent devotion. The sun is down and the two fig- 
ures are but indistinctly set off from the dusky sky, their contours 
being held in a faint-colored light. The effect of this picture is ex- 
traordinary; everything is so correct in tone, so just in its place and 
stands so plastic in the surrounding locality, that never before a paint- 
ing has made such an impression of overwhelming reality. Besides 
there is a powerful harmony and poesy in the coloring. The red gloam- 
ing falls on this couple like a curse of ignorance and humiliation and 
ties them to that sweating ground, which extends clod by clod, as 
though the labor never should end, up to the far horizon where the 
little roofs of the village become visible. Like an endless field of toil 
the earth spreads itself before the burdened human beings. But heaven 
sends its all-governing light down to them as a promise of a happier 
future, which shall rise at least for their children and grand-children. 
A whole social revolution is written on this canvas. 
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